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S8YNOPSIB.

George Anderson and wife see & re-
markable looking man come out of the
Clermont hotel, look around furtively,
wash his hands in the snow and on.
Commotion attracts them to the C nt,
where It s found that the beautiful Miss
Edith Challoner has fallon dead, Ander-

n describes the man he saw wash his

nds in the snow. The hotel manager
geclnu him to be Orlando Brotherson.

h‘;lltlltll find that Miss Challoner Was
stabbed and not wshot, which seems to
clear Brotherson of suspicion. Gryce, &n
detective, and Bweetwater. his ne-
tant, take up the case. They belleve
Misx Challoner stabbed herself. A paper
tter found near the scone of tmledg is
lleved to be the wenpon used. Mr, Chal-
oner tells of o batch of letters found in
daughter's desk, signed "0, B All
are love lottera except one which shows
that the writer was leased. Thin let-
ter wan signed by ando Brotherson.
Anderson goes with twater to iden-
tity Hrotherson, who s to address a meet-
ing of anarchists. The place In raided by
the police and Brotherson escnpes with-

t being Identified. Brotherson s found
E‘IM in & tenement under the name of

nn. Ho is an inventor. Brotherson
gll. the coroner of his acquaintance with

Isa Challoner, i

CHAPTER X.—Continued,

“] do; it made a great impression
on me. ‘I shall hope for our further
acquaintance,” she said. ‘We have
one very strong interest in common.’
And if ever a human face spoke elo-
gquently, it was hers at that moment.
1 thought it sprang from personal in-
terest, and it gave me courage to pur-
sus the fintemtion which had taken
the place of every other feeling and
ambitlon by which I had hitherto been
moved, If she could ignore the social
gul! between us, I felt free to take
the leap. Cowardice had never been
a fault of mine. 1 realized that 1
must first let her see the manner of
man | wns and what life meant to
me und must mean to her if the union
I contemplated should become an ac-
tual fact, 1 wrote letters to her, but
1 did not give her my address or even
request a reply. 1 was not ready for
any word from her. 1 am wnot like
other men and 1 could wait. And I
did, for weeks, then suddenly ap-
peared at her hotel.”

“This was when?!” put in Dr. Heath,
anxious to bridge the pause which
must have been very painful to the
listening father,

“The week after Thanksgiving. |
did not see her the first day, and only
casually the second. But she knew |
was in the buflding, and when 1 game
upon her one evening at the very desk
fn the mezzanine which we all have
such bitter cause to remember, 1
could not forbear expressing myself in
a way she could not misunderstand.
The result was of & kind to drive a
man like myself to an extremity of
solf-denunciation and rage. She rose
up as if insulted, and flung me one
sentence and one sentence only before
she halled the elevator and left my
presence. A cur could not have been
Yismissed with less ceremony.”

“That Is not like.my daughter.
What was the sentence you allude to?
Let me hear the very words." Mr.
Challoner had come forward and now
stood awalung his reply, a dignified
but pathetic figure, which all must
view with respect,

“l hate the memory of them, but
since you demand it, T will repeat
them just as they fell from her lips"
wias Mr, Brotherson's bitter retort
“She sald, ‘You of all men should rec-
ognize the unseemliness of these
preposuls. Had your letters given
me any hint of the feelings you have
Just expressed, you would never have
had this opportunity of approaching
me.' That was all; but her Indigna-
tion was seathing. Ladies who have
supped exclusively off silver, show a
fine scorn for the common ware of
the "cottager.,”

The assertive boldness—some would
eall it bravado—with which he thus
finished the story of his relations
with the dead heiress, seemed to be
more than Mr, Challoner could stand.
With a look of extreme paln and per-
plexity he vanished from the doorway,
and it fell to Dr. Heath to inguire:

“Is this Jetter—a letter of threat
you will remember—the only commu-
nication which passed between you
and Miss Challoner after this unfor-
tunate passage of arms at the Cler
mont 1"

*Yes. 1 had no wish to address her
again. 1 had exhausted in this one
outburst whatever humiliation 1 felt.”

“And she?! Did she give no sign.
make you no answer?!”

“None whatever” Then, as If he
found it Impossible to hide this hurt
to hia pride, “she did not even seem

man’s testimony, and, in pursult of
this plan, he not only motioned to Mr.
Brotherson to reseat himself, but be-
gan at once to epen a fresh line of ex-
amination by saying:

| *“¥ou will pardon me, if 1 press this

| matter, I have been given to under-
stand that notwithstanding Yyour
break with Miss Challoner, you

have kept up your visits o the
Clermont and were even on the spot
at the time of her death”

“On the spot?”

“In the hotel, I mean.”

“There you are right; 1 was In the
hotel.”

“At the time of her death?”
| “Very near the time. [ remember
hearing some disturbance In the lobby
behind me, just as | was passing out
at the Broadway entrance.”

“You did, and did not return?”

“Why should I return? 1 am not a
man of much curiosity. There was no
reason why 1 should connect a sudden
alarm In the lobby of the Clermont
with any cause of speclal Intercst o
mysell.”

This was so true and the look which
asccompanied the words was so frank
that the coroner hesitated & moment
before he said:

“Certainly not, unless—well, to be
direct, unless you had just seen Misa
Challoner and knew her state of mind
and what was likely to follow your
abrupt departure.”

“l had no ioterview with Miss Chal-
loner.”

“But you saw her? Saw her that
evening and just before the accldent?”

Sweetwater's papers rattled; it was
the only sound to be heard in that
moment of silence. Then—

“What do you mean by those
words?" inquired Mr. Brotherson, with
studled composure. “I have sald that
I had no Interview with Miss Challon-
er. Why do you ask me then, if 1 saw
her?”

“Because | believe that you did.
From a distance possibly, but yet di-
rectly and with no possibility of mis-
take."

“Do you put that as a question?

“l do. Did you see her figure or
face that night?"

“1 aid.”

Nothing—not even the rattling of
Sweetwater's ‘papers—disturbed the
silence which followed this admission.

“From where?" Doctor Heath asked
at last,

“From a point far enough away to
make any communication between us
impossible, 1 do not think you will
require me to recall the exact spot.”

“If it were one which made it pos-
sible for her to see you as clearly as
you could see her, I think it would be
very advisable for you to say so."”

“It was—such—a spoL."”

“Then 1 think I can locate it for
you, or do you prefer to locate It your-
self 7"

“1 will locate it myself. | had hoped
not to be called upon to mention
what I cannot but consider a most
unfortunate coincidence. [ met Miss
Challoner’s eye for one I[nastant from
the top of the little staircase running

-

Mr. Brotherson Rose as Me Heard It

up to the mezzanine, 1.had ylelded
thus far to an impulise 1 had frequent-
ly combatted, to seek by another In-
terview to retrieve the bad effect
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steps and so out of the bulld.
by the maln entrance. She saw
her band few up with a

E

the disdaln she has shown a man she
has taken no palns to understand.”

“You saw Miss Challoner lft ber
hand, you say. Which hand, and what
was in it? Anything?"

“She lifted her right band, but It
would be impossible for me to tell you
whether there was anything in It or
not. I simply saw the movement be-
fore I turned away. It looked like one
of alarm to me. I felt that she had
some reason for this. She could not
know that it was in repentance | cam#
rather than {n fulfilment of my
threat.”

A sigh from the adjoining room, Mr.
Brotherson rose, as he heard it, and in
doing so met the clear eye of Bweet-
water fixed upon his own. Its lao-
gusge was, no doubt, peculiar and It
geemed to fascinate him for a mo-
ment, for he started as if to approach
the detective, but forsook this inten:
tion almost immediately, and address-
ing the coroner, gravely remarked:

“Her death following so quickly up-

on this abortive attempt of mine at an
interview startled me by its coincl-
dence as much as it does you. If In
the weakness of her woman's nature,
it was more than thls—If the scorn
she had previously shown me was &
cloak she Instinctively assumed to
hide what she was not ready to dis-
close, my remorse will be as great as
any one here could wish. But the
proot of all this will have to be very
convineing before my present convic-
tions will yield to it. Some other and
more poiguant source will have to be
found for that instant's impulsive act
than is supplled by this story of my
unfortunate attachment."
, Doctor Heath was convinced, but he
was willing to concede something to
the secret demand made upon him by
Sweetwater, who was bundling up bis
papers with much clatter.

Looking up with & smile which bad
elements in it he was hardly consclous
of perhaps himself, he asked In an off-
hand way:

“Then why did you take such pains
to wash your hands of the affair the
moment you had left the hotel?™

“l do mot understand.’ !

“You passed around the corner Into
~— gtreet, did you not "

“Very likely. I could go that way
as well as another.”

“And stopped at

t?a

“Oh, I see. Some one saw that child-
ish action of mine.”

“What did you mean by 1t?"

"Just what you have suggested. I
did go through the pantomime of
washing my hands of an affair I con-
sldered defintely ended. I had reaist-
ed an irrepressible lmpulse to see and
talk with Miss Challoner agaln, and
was pleased with my firmness. Un-
aware of the tragioc blow which had
just fallen, I was full of sell-congratu-
lations at my escape from the charm
which had lured me back to this bho-
tel again and again in spite of my bet-
ter judgment, and [ wished to symbol-
ize my relief by an act of which I
wae, In another moment, ashamed.
Strange that there should have been &
witness to it. (Here he stole a look
at Sweetwater.) Stranger still, that
circumstances, by the most extraord!-
nary of colncidences, should have giv-
en s0 unforeseen a point to It"

“You are right, Mr. Brotherson, The
whole occurrence is startling and
most strange. But life ls made up of
the unexpected, as none know better
than we physicians, whether our prac-
tice be of a public or private char
acter,”

As Mr. Brotherson left the room,
the curiosity to which he had yielded
once before, led him to cast a glance
of penetrating inquiry behind him full
at Sweetwater, and If either felt em-
barrassment, It was not the hunted
but the hunter.

But the feeling did not last

“I've simply met the strongest man
I've ever encountered,” was Bweetwa-
ter's encouraging comment to himself.
“All the more glory If T can find &
joint in his armor or a hidden pass-
age to his cold, secretive heart.”

CHAPTER XI.

the first lamp-

Allke In Essentials.

“Mr. Gryece, I am elther a fool or
the luckiest fellow going. You must
decide which."

A grunt from the region of the I-
brary table, then the sarcastic re
mark:

“I'm just to the mood to settie that
question. This last failure to my ac-
count ought 'to make me an excellen
judge of another’s folly. I'vp med-
dled with the old business for the last
time, Bweetwater. You'll have to go
it alone from now on. But what's the
matter with you? Bpeak out, my boy.
SBomething new in the wind?™

“No, Mr. Gryce; nothing new. You're
not satisfied with the coroner's ver
diet in the Challoner case?

-~

which lacks a link where it should be
strongest.”

“That chaln we must throw away.”

“And forge another?”

Bweetwater approached
down. »

“Yes; ] belleve we can do it; yet
1 have only one indisputable fact for
a starter. Mr, Gryce, I dont trust
Brotherson. Though he should tell a
story ten times more plausible than
the one with which he has satisfied
the coroner’s jury, I would still listen
to him with more misgiving than con-
fidence. Perhapa it 1s simply & deeply
rooted antipathy on my part, or the
rage one feels at finding he has placed
his finger on the wrong man. Again
it may be—"

“What, Bweetwater?”

“A well-founded distrust. Mr, Gryce,
I'm golng to ask you a guestion.”

“Ask away. Ask fifty If you want
to."”

“Did you ever hear of a case before,
that in some of Its detalls was similar
to this?"

“No, It stands alone. That's why It
is so puszling."

“You forget. The wealth, beauty
and social consequence of the present
victim has blinded you to the strong
resemblance which her case bears to
one you know, in which the sufferer
had none of the worldly advantages of
Mise Challoner. 1 allude to—"

“Walt! The washerwoman in Hicks
street!”

“The same. Mr, Gryce, there’'s a
startling similarity in the two cuses
if you study the essential features
only. Startling, 1 assure you."

“Yes, you are right there, But what
if thero i8? We were no more suc-
cessful in solving that case than we
have been in solving this. Yet you
look and act llke a hound which has
struck a hot scent.”

The young man smoothed his fea-
tures with an embarrassed laugh.

“I shall never learn," sald he, “not
to give tongue till the hunt is [airly
started. If you will exc me, we'll
firat make sure of the “similarity 1
have mentioned, Then I'll explain my-
self. | have some notes here, made at
the tme It was decided to drop the
Hicks street case as a wholly Inexplic
able one. Shall I read them?"

“Fire away, my boy, though 1 hardly
see your purpose or what real bearing
the affair in Hicks street has upon
the Clermont one. A poor washer-
woman and the wealthy Miss Challon-
er! True, they were not unllke in
their end.”

“The connection will come later,”
smiled the young detective, with that
strange softening of his features
which made one at times forget his
extrome plainness.

And he read:

“‘On the afternoon of December 4,
1910, the strong and persistent scream-
ing of a young ¢hild In one of the
rooms of a rear tenement In Hicks
street, Brooklyn, drew the attention
of some of the Inmates and led them,
after severnl ineffectual efforts to
galn an entrance, to the breaking in
of a door which had been fastened on
the inside by an old-fashioned door-
button.

*“The tenant, whom all knew for an
honest, hard-working woman, had not
infrequently fastened her door In this
manner, In order to safeguard her
child who was abnormally active and
had a way of rattling the door ofen
when It was pot thus secured. But
ghe had never refused to open before,
and the child's crles were pitiful.

“'This was no longer & matter of
wonder, when, the door having been
wrenched from {ts hinges, they all
rushed in, Across a tub of steaming
clothes lifted upon a bench in the
open window, they saw the body of
this good woman, lylng Ipert and
pseemingly .dead; the frightened child
tugging at her skirts. 8he was of a
robust make, fleshy snd fair, and had
always been considered a model of
health and energy, but at theysight
of her helpless figure, thus stricken
whils at work, the one cry was ‘A
stroke!’ till ehe had been lifted off
and lald upon the floor. Then some
discoloration In the water at the bot-
tom of the tub led to a closer examin-
atlon of her body, and the discovery
of a bullet-bole in her breast directly
over the heart

“‘As she had been standing with
face towards the window, all crowded
where the shot had

and sat

tenement, towering ap be-
fore them some twenty feet away. A
window of the innumerable ones

rush was made for the stailrs and
soon the whole building was in an up-
roar, But when this especial room was
reached, it was found locked and on
the door a paper pinned up, on which
these words were wrltten: Gone to
New York. Will be back at 6:30!
Words that recalled a circumstance to
the janitor. He had seen the gentle
man go out an hour before. This ter
minated all inquiry in this direction,
though some few of the excited throng
were for battering down this door just
as they had the other one. But they
were overruled by the janitor, who
saw no use in such wholesale destruc-
tion, and presently the arrival of the
police restored order and limited the
inquiry to the rear bullding, where It
undoubtedly belonged.'

“Mr. Gryce,” (here Sweoetwater lald
by his notes that he might address the
old gentleman more directly), "1 was
with the boys when they made their
first officlal Investigation. This I8
why you can rely upon the facts as
here given. 1 followed the Investiga-
tion closely and missed nothing which
could In any way throw light on the
case, It was a mysterious one from
the first, and lost nothing by further
inquiry into the detalls.

“The first fact to startle us as we
made our way up through the crowd
which blocked halls and staircases
was this: A doctor bhad been found
und, though he had been forbldden to
make more than a cursory examina-
tion of the body till the coroner came,
he had not hesitated to declare after
his first look, that the wound had not
been made by a bullet but by some
charp and slender weapon thrust
home by a powerful band. (You mark
that, Mr, Gryce.) As this seemed Im-
possible In face of the fact that the
door had been found buttoned on the
inside, we did not give much credit to
his opinion and began our work under
the obwvious theory of an accidental
discharge of some gun from one of the
windows across the court. But the
doctor was nearer right than we sup-
posed. When the coroner came fto
look Into the matter, he discovered
that the wound was not only too small
to have been made by the ordinary
bullet, but that there was no bullet to

where else. Her heart had been
reached by a thrust and not by a shot
from a gun. Mr. Gryce, have you
not heard a startling repetition of
this report in a case nearer at hand?
“Up three flights from the court,
with no communleation with the ad-
jolning rgoms save through a door
guarded on both sldes by heavy pleces
of furniture no one person could han-
dle, the hall door buttoned on the in-
side, and the fire escape some fifteen
feet to the left, this room of death ap-
peared to be as removed from the ap-
proach of a murderous outsider as the
spot In the writing-room of the Cler-
mont where Miss Challoner fell.
“Otherwige, the place presented tho
greatest contrast possible to that
scene of splendor and comfort. 1 had
not entered the Clermont at that time,
and no such comparison could have
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“l Was With the Boys When They
Made thg First Official Investiga-
tion."”

struck my mind. But 1 have thought
of it since, and you, with your experi-
ence, will not find it difficult to ple-
ture the room where this poor wom-
an lived and worked. Bare walls, with
just & newspaper {llustration pinned
up here and there, a bed—tragically
ooccupled at this moment—a kitchen
stove on which a boiler, half-filled

be found in the woman's body or any-

hung & wet cloth, marking with
lugubrious drip on

neath the first heavy
lence which is the natural

but it had been

means of the ladder of the fire escape,
running, as 1 have sald, at an almost
unattainable distance towards the left.

“And that is as far as we ever got.
The coroner's jury brought in a verdict
of death by means of a stab from some
unknown weapon in the hand of & per
son also unknown, but no weapon
was ever found, nor was it ever set-
tled how the attack could have been
made or the murderer escape under
the conditions described. The woman
was poor, her friends few, and the
case seemingly inexplicable. So after
creating some excitement by Its pe-
culiarities, it fell of its own welght.
But 1 remembered it, and in many &
spare hour have tried to see my way
through the no-thoroughfare It pre-
sented. But quite in vain. Today, the
road is as blind as ever, but—" here
Sweetwater's face sharpened and his
eyes burned ns he leaned closer and
closer to the older detective—“but
this second case, o unlike the first in
non-essentials but so exactly like it In
just thoge points which make the mys-
tery, has dropped a thread from its
tangled skein into my hand, which
may yet lead us to the heart of both.
Can you guess—have you guessed—
what this thread is? But how could
you without the one clue I have not
given you? Mr, Gryce, the tenement
where this occurred Is the same I vis-
ited the other night in search of Mr.
Brotherson. And the man character-
jzed at that time by the janitor as the
best, the quietest and most respect-
able tenant in the whole bullding, and
the one you remember window
opened directly opposite the spot
wherp this woman lay dead, was Mr.
Dunn himself, or, in other words, our
late redoubtable witness, Mr. Orlando
Brotherson.”

CHAPTER XII.
Mr. Gryce Finds an Antidote for Old
Age.

“Sweetwater, how came you to dis-
cover that Mr, Dunn of this ram-
shackle tenement in Hicks street was
|dentical with the elegantly equipped
admirer of Miss Challoner?"”

“Just this way. The night befors
Miss Challoner's death | was brooding
very deeply over the Hicks streat
case. It had so possessed me that I
had taken this street in on my way
from Flatbush. 1 walked by the place
and I looked up at the windows. No
inspiration, Then 1 sauntered back
and entered the house with the fool
intention of crossing the courtyard
and wandering into the rear bullding
where the crime had occurred. But
my attention was diverted and my
mind changed by seeing a man com-
Ing down the stairs before me, of S0
fine a figure that 1 Involuntarily
stopped to ook at him..

“My interest, you may belleve, was
in no wise abated when 1 learned that
he was that highly respectable tenant
whose window had been open at the
time when half the inmates of the two
buildings had rushed up to his door,
only to find a paper on it displaying
these words: Gone to New York;
will be back at 6:30. Had he returned
at that hour? I don't think anybody
had ever asked; and what reason had
1 for such interference now?! But an’
idea once plantad in my brain sticks

all the way to the bridge. Instinetive-
ly and quite against my will, I found
myself connecting him with some
previous remembrance In which I
seemed to see his tall form and strong
fostures under the stress of wsome
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